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Bruce fought back a moon, a breathy gasp spilling from his lips as he slid one naughty wandering hand into his 
underwear. The bunk room remained peacefully quiet, with the exception of Nicko's hearty snores and Adrian's 
constant fidgeting in his sleep. Drenched in darkness, although Steve's still glowing night lamp provided a hue of 
mellow orange light against the flimsy curtain. Offered the reassurance that the bassist was still awake. 


The singer took notice of this because, just like a few days ago, his own curtain remained purposely open half 
way. Because his eyes weren't completely shut, although they threatened to close when he rubbed his thumb 
over the sensitive fat head of his cock Hard and hot and throbbing against his palm, the bar of flesh was. He 
already knew Steve might catch him, the danger making his sinuous masturbation session all the more thrilling. 


Question was whether he'd receive the reaction he was hoping for. Because he wanted to get caught. 


Biting his bottom lip, the springs creaked beneath Bruce as he wiggled a second hand into his briefs, cupping his 


heavy balls against his palm and squeezing gently. He tipped his head backwards, pulling his legs up enough for 
one knee to catch the curtain. More gentle light seeped in, the rustling noise of cloth being pushed aside filling 


the room. From here, the singer could tell Steve's curtain remained a bit pulled apart as well. 


He couldn't see much more than a familiar pair of callused hands flipping through the pages of a book or 
magazine of some sort, but he knew that the bassist would have a full overview of the room from his 
position Given the angle, Steve could peek straight into his bunk bed if he wanted to. Another page was turned 
by long fingers and Bruce didn't hold back the grunt as he wrapped his fingers around the base of his shaft, 
giving a slow languid stroke up to the tip and back down again. 


As Bruce watched, Steve's busy hands froze mid motion, one hanging hesitantly mid air; fingertips still holding 
the page they were about to turn. Bruce took it as a sign that the other man was now listening for further 
noises, just as he'd hoped, and he made sure to moan loud enough for it to be caught when he traced a 
fingertip up and down the seam of his balls while gently kneading the left orb. He refused to shut his eyes 
now, he had the attention he needed. The attention he craved. 


Shifting, the singer shimmied out of his briefs and they ended up in a tangled mass around his ankles, leaving 
his bottom half nude and completely exposed to Steve's dark eyes. Bruce didn't need to see them, he felt the 
gaze burning his skin His cock twitched where it rested against his palm, begging for more friction and the 
smaller man tightened his grip around the rod, speeding up slowly as globs of sticky pre cum dribbled down to 
make his hand motions slippery. 


Out of the corner of his eye, Bruce noticed Steve's book being silently put down to rest on the bassist 
stomach. Probably one of those crime mystery novels the older man enjoyed to pander through. The singer 
slid his hand lazily up his length to rub the head before dropping down again, giving himself a firm pump, 
turning his head to the side completely and watching the bassist's hands disappear out of view when he bucked 
his own hips. He perked his ears, straining as he gave himself another equally firm stroke. And then there was 
a noise, barely perceptible. If he hadn't been listening so intently, he might have missed it. Rustling of bed 
sheets, and a hitched breath. 


Bruce couldn't fight back the smirk spreading across his lips, never seizing to keep his steady rhythm as he 
sped up, pumping himself firmly while rolling his balls in his free hand, tugging softly. He rubbed two fingertips 
to the sensitive spot right behind his balls. All the while his gaze remained on the slit in Steve's curtain, 
listening for additional sounds. His reward came in form of quiet but notably laboured breathing. Shaky, heavy, 


uneven. Quick And more suspicious rustling. 


Bruce felt the heat pooling at the pit of his belly, the knowledge that Steve was undeniably touching himself 
making him shudder in delight. Making him burn for the man, longing for more than just this. Longing to touch 
him, to run his fingers through the silky soft curls. To press his lips to tan smooth skin. To feel and taste and 
surrender. A whimper fled his parted lips, his own chest heaving as he found himself short of breath. As he 
found his balls tightening, squeezing his sack tighter and groaning full on 


Still his dazed eyes remained open beneath wet eyelashes, his flushed face turned in Steve's direction. He 


caught the way the curtain of the bunk seemed to move unnaturally. He picked up on the specific sounds, 
slightly squishy. That too had accelerated. Squeezing his balls one final time, pressing them close to his body, 
Bruce rubbed his thumb harshly against the tip of his dripping cock. His fingertips found that glorious hidden 
spot behind the sack again, manipulating it skillfully as only he knew exactly how to. 


That's where he noticed Steve's curtain moving aside just a tad, but it was enough to get a good glimpse of 
the older man's cock. Big and swollen red, and glistening with fluid. The veins standing out as the man moved his 
own wrist up and down, long fingers dancing and flexing. Fast, flawless, almost like his bass playing. The singer 
felt his hips stutter and jerk upwards, hissing a low ‘fuck under his breath as he came, his heated seed spilling 


in uneven ropes as they painted his stomach in stripes. 


Another hitched breath followed, and Bruce forced his blurry eyes open to see Steve's cock erupting a hefty 
load barely caught within his palm; thick creamy cum running in rivulets down his still engorged cock. An 
unsteady sigh sifted from the bassist's bunk and the man sank down, legless and limp. Bruce grinned in 
satisfaction, couldn't resist the urge to chuckle and despite his dry mouth he found his voice. 


‘Sweet dreams, Harry. he murmured, quietly but he knew Steve could hear it. 


